.I 

CENTRE 
for 
REFORMATION 
and 
RENAISSANCE 
STUDIES 

VICTORIA 
UNIVERSITY 

TORONTO 



SHAKESPEARE 

.,4 REPRINT 

of his 

COLLECTED 

VORKS 

As put forth in 1623 

PART III CONTAINING 

THE TRAGEDIES 

Printed for Lionel Booth 3o7 Regent Street 

i864 



Hat neede my ShakefpeareJbr his honor'd bones, 
The labour olean lge,in piledjTones 
Or that his hallom'd ffliues jhould be kid 
lnder a flrreypointing yrmid ? 
eare Sonne  Memoqgreat Heire ( Fame, 
bou in our wonder and aonment 
na built tby a &ing Monument: 
For wb; to tb'ame o-endea>ouring rt 
Uby earle numbers flo,and that each part, 
Hath Jkom the ka)es  tby un)alued Booke, 
Uh& Delpkkke Lines 'vith deepe imprion tooke 
e,, thou our faucy (bet le berea*ing, 
D make us Marbk itb too much conceiving, 
That Kingsrck a Tombe would "w to die. 
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Uroylus and Cre/  ida. 

C,'ef. Good Vnckle I befeech you on my knees, I be- 
feech you what's the matter? 
Pan. Thou muff be gone wench, thou muf'c be gone i 
thou art chang'd for .dntbenor: thou muf'c to thy Father, 
and be gone from 'oylus : 'twill be his death : 'twill be 
his baine, he cannot beare it.. 
Cref. O you irnmortall gods ! I will not goe. 
Tan. Thou mut. 
Cref. I will not Vnckle : I haue forgot my Father : 
I know no touch of confanguinitie : 
o kin, no loue, no bloud, no foule, fo neere m% 
As the fweet `Troylus : O you gods diuine ! 
Make Crq]ids name the very crowne of fal(hood .t 
If euer (he leaue "7roylus : time, orce and death, 
Do to this body what extremitie you can i 
But the trong bale and building of my lou% 
Is as the very Center of the earth, 
Drawing all things to it. I will goe in and weepe. 
lan. Doe, doe. 
Cref. Teare my bright heire and fcratch my pralfed 
cheekes, 
Cracke my cleere voyce with fobs, and breake my heart 
With founding %oylus. I will not goe from `Troy.Exeunt. 
nter Paris `Troylus eneaa, Deipbebus qn- 
tbenor and Diomedes. 

Tar. It is great morning, and the houre prefixt 
Of her deliuerie to this valiant Greeke 
Comes fat vpon : good my brother "Troylus 
Tell you the Lady what (he is to doe, 
And hat her to the purpofe. 
`Troy. Walke into her houfe : 
Ile bring her to the Grecian prefently i 
And to his hand, when I deliuer her, 
Thlnke it an Altar, and thy brother `Troylus 
A Prieft, there offring to it his heart. 
Par. Iknow what'tis to loue, 
And would, as I /ball pittie, I could helpe. 
Pleafe you walke in, my Lords. 

Exeunt. 

Enter Pandarus and Creffd. 
Pan. Be moderate, be moderate. 
Cref. Why tell you rne of moderation ? 
The griefe is fin% full perfeC that I tafte, 
And no leffe in a fenfe as f'crong 
As that which caufeth it. How can I moderate it ? 
IfI could ternporife with my affection, 
Or brew it to a weake and colder pallat, 
The like alairnent could I glue my griefe : 
My loue admits no qualifying croffe ; Enter `Troylus. 
No more my griefe, in fuch a precious loffe. 
Pan. Here, here, here, he comes, a fweet ducke. 
Cref. 0 `Troylus, `Troilus! 
Pan. What a paire of fpeacles is here. let me em- 
brace too : oh hart, as the goodly tying is ; O heart, hea- 
uie heart, why figheft thou without breaking ? where he 
anfwers againe ; becaufe thou canf'c not eafe thy frnart by 
friendfliip, nor by fpeaking : there was neuer a truer rime 
let vs car away nothing for we may liue to haue neede 
of fuch a Verfe : we le it, we feeit : how now Lambs? 
`Troy. CreJd: I loue thee in fo trange a puritie i 
That the blet gods, as angry with my fancie, 
More bright in zeale, then the deuotion which 
Cold lips blow to their Deities : take thee from me. 
Cref. Haue the gods enuie ? 

Pan. I,I,I,I, 'tis too plaine a care. 
Cref. And is it true, that I muf'c goe from Troy ? 
`Troy. A hatefull truth. 
Cref. What, and from `Troylus too ? 
`Troy. From Troy, and `Troylus. 
Cref. If poflible ? 
`Troy. And fodainely, where inlurie of chance 
Puts backe leaue-taking, iuftles roughly by 
All time of paufe i rudely beguiles our lips 
Of all reioyndure : forcibly preuents 
Our lockt embrafures i flrangles our deare vowes, 
Euen in the birth of our owne laboring breath. 
We two, that with fo many thoufand tighes 
Did buy each othe b muff poorely fell our felues, 
With the rude breuitie and difcharge of our 
Injurious time  now with a robbers hatIe 
Crams his rich theeuerie vp, he knowes not how. 
As many farwels as be ars in heauen, 
With diflin6t breath, and confign'd kiffes to them, 
He fumbles vp into a loofe adiew  
And fcants vs with a tingle fami(ht kiffe 
Dillaffing with the fair of broken teares. nter e/Eneus. 
e/Eneaa within. My Lord,is the Lady ready ? 
`Troy. Harke, you are call'd : rome fay the genius fo 
Cries, come to him that inKantly muff dye. 
Bid them haue patience :/he /hall come anon. 
Pan. Where are my teares? raine, to lay this winde 
or 

my heart will be blowne vp by the root. 
Cref. I muPt then to the Grecians ? 
`Troy. No remedy. 
Cref. A wofull Creffd'mong'ft the merry Greekes. 
'Troy. When (hall we fee againe ? 
`TroF. Here me my loue : be thou but true of heart. 
Cref I true? how now? what wicked decree is thisa 

`Troy. Nay, we muec vfe expoflulation kindely, 
For it is parting from vs : 
I fpeake not, be thou true, as fearing thee : 
For I will throw my Gloue to death himfelfe 
That there's no maculation in thy heart : 
But be thou true, fay I, to fa(hlon in 
My fequent protettation: be thou true, 
And I will fee thee. 
Cref. 0 you (hall be expof'd, my Lord to dangers 
As infinite, as imminent : but lie be true. 
`Troy. And lie grow friend with danger i 
Weare this Sleeue. 
Cref. And you this Gloue. 
When/hall I fee you ? 
`Troy. I will corrupt the Grecian Centinels, 
To giue thee nightly vifitation. 
But yet be true. 
Cref. 0 heauens : be true agalne ? 
`Troy. Heare why I fpeake it i Loue : 
The Grecian youths are full ofqualitie, 
Their loulng well cornpos'd,with guilt of nature, 
Flawing and fwelllng ore with Arts and exercife 
How nouelties may moue, and parts with perfon. 
Alas, a kinde of godly iealoufie i 
Which I beIbech you call a vertuous finne : 
Makes me affraid. 
Cref. O heauens, you loue me not ! 
`Troy. Dye I a villaine then : 
In this I doe not call your faith in quefiion 
So mainely as mymerit :I cannot ring, 
Nor heele the high Lauolt i nor fweeten talke 
Nor play at fubtill games i faire vertues all  

To 



30 T/ae Tragedie of Coriolanus. 

.e/uf. He approaches, you (hall heare him. 
Enter Coriolanu marching ,,ith Drumme,and Colours. Tbe 
Commoners being rith him. 
Corio. Halle Lords, I am return'd your Souldler : 
No more infecTted with my Countries loue 
Then when I parted hence : but ttill fubfiRing 
Vnder your great Command. You are to know, 
That profperoufly I haue attempted, and 
With bloody paffage led your Warres, euen to 
The gates of Rome'- Our fpoiles we haue brought home 
Doth more then counterpoize a full third part 
The charges of the AcTtion. We haue made peace 
With no leffe Honor to the Jntiates 
Then/hame to th'Romaines. And we heere deliuer 
Subfcrib'd by'th'Confuls, and Patricians, 
Together with the Scale a'th Senat, what 
We haue compounded on. 
.fur. Read it not Noble Lords, 
But tell the Traitor in the higher degree 
He hath abus'd your Powers. 
Corio. Traitor? How now? 
.e/uf. I Traitor, l]/Iartiu. 
Corio. ]fartiu ? 
uf. I l]/Iartiu, Caiu ]fartiu : Do' thou thinke 
lie grace.thee with that Robbery, thy Rolne name 
Coridanu in Corloks ? 
You Lords and Heads a'th'State,perfidioufly 
He ha's betray'd your bufineffe ,and giuen vp 
For certaine drops of Salt, your City Rome : 
I fay your City to his Wife and Mother, 
Breaking his Oath and Refolution, like 
A twiR of rotten Silke, neuer admitting 
Counfaile a'th'warre : But at his Nurfes teares 
He whin'd and roar'd away your Vie-tory, 
That Pages blu(h'd at him, and men of heart 
Look'd wond'ring each at others. 
Corio. Hear'fi thou Mars ? 
,J/uf. Name not the God, thou boy of Teares. 
Corio. Ha ? 
xlufid. No more. 
Corio. Meafureleffe Lyar, thou haft made my heart 
Too great for what containes it. Boy? Oh Slaue, 
Pardon me Lords, "tis the firR time that euer 
I was forc'd to fcoul'd. Your Judgments my graue Lords 
MuR glue this Curre the Lye : and his owne Notion, 
Who weares my Rripes imprefi vpon him, that 
Muff beare my beating to his Graue, (hall ioyne 
To thruft the Lye vnto him. 
I Lord. Peace both, and heare me fpeake. 
Corio. Cut me to peeces Voices men and Lads, 
Staine all your edges on me. Boy, falfe Hound : 
If you haue writ your Annales true, 'tis there, 
That like an Eagle in a Doue-coat I 

Flatter'd your Volcians in Corioles. 
Alone I did it, Boy. 
uf. Why Noble Lords, 
Will you be put in minde of his blinde Fortune, 
Which was your (hame, by this vnholy Braggart ? 
'Fore your owne eyes, and eares ? 
ll Confb. Let him dye for't. 
_/lllPeople. Teare him to peeces, do it prefently : 
He kill'd mySonne, my daughter, he kill'd my Cofine 
A/Iarcu, he kill'd myFather. 
 Lord. Peace hoe : no outrage, peace : 
The man is Noble, and his Fame folds in 
This Orbe o'th'earth : His laR offehces to vs 
Shall haue Iudicious hearing. Stand _/luffidiu, 
And trouble not the peace. 
Corio. 0 that I had him, with fix _/luffidiu.ff'es,or more 
His Tribe, to vfe mv lawfull Sword. 
_/luf. Infolent illaine. 
_/lllCnfb. Kill,kill,kill,killtkill him. 
Drar both the Confbirators, and Iils erartiu, rho 
f alles, _/lffidiuz flands on him. 
Lords. Hold, hold, hold, hold. 
.//uf My Noble Ma/ters, heare me fpeake. 
.Lord. 0 Tullus. 
2.Lord. Thou bait done a deed, whereat 
Valour will weepe. 
3.Lord. Tread not vpon him Matters, all be quiet 
Put vp your Swords. 
.e/uf. My Lords, 
When you/hall know (as in this Rage 
Prouok'd by him,you cannot) the great danger 
Which this roans life did owe you, you'l reioyce 
That he is thus cut otk: Pleafe it your Honours 
To call me toyour Senate, Ile deliuer 
My felfe your loyall Seruant, or endure 
Your heauieft Cenfure. 
.Lord. Beare from hence his body, 
And mourne you for him. Let him be regarded 
As the mottloble Coarfe, that euer Herald 
Did follow to his Vrne. 
2.Lord. His owne impatience, 
Takes from _.quffidius a greatpart of blame : 
Let's make the Bett of it. 
_uf My Rage is gone, 
And I am ttrucke with forrow. Take him vp ; 
Helpe three a'th'cheefett Souldiers, Ile be one. 
Beate thou the Drumme thatit fpeake mournfully : 
Traile your tteele Pikes. Though in thisCity hee 
Hath widdowed and vnchilded many a one, 
Which to this houre bewaile the Iniury, 
Yet he (hall haue a Noble Memory. Affitt. 
Exeunt bearing the 13ody of A4artius.  dead ]14_arcb 
Sounded. 
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The Tragedie of meo and ]uEet. 7 x 

IuL The teares haue got fmall viorie by that : 
For it was bad inough before their fpight. 
Pa. Thou wrong'it it more then teares with that report. 
Iul. That is no flunder fir, which is a truth, 
And what I fpake, I fpake it to thy face. 
Par. Thyface is mine, and thou haft flaundred it. 
Iul. It may be fo for it is not mine owne. 
Are you at leifure, Holy Father now 
igr fhall I come to you at euenlng Maffe ? 
Fri. My leifure ferues me penfiue daughter now. 
My Lord you muff intreat the time alone. 
Par. Godfheild : I fhould difturbe Deuotion 
Iulieton Thurfday early will I rowfe yee 
Till then adue, and keepe this holy kiffe. Exit Park. 
IuL 0 t'hut the doore, and when thou hat done fo 
Come weepe with me, part hope, pat care, pail helpe. 
Fri. 0 Iuliet I alreadie know thy griefe 
It ftreames me part the compaffe of my wits : 
I heare thou muff and nothing may prorogue it 
On Thurfday next be married to this Countie. 
IuL Tell me not Frier that thou heareft of this 
Vnleffe thou tell me, how I may preuent it : 
If in thy wifedome, thou canft giue no helpe 
Do thou but call my refolution wife, 
And with" his knife, lie helpe it prefently. 
God ioyn'd my heart,and Romeos,thou our hands 
And ere this hand by thee to Romeo feal'd : 
Shall be the Labell to another Deede 
Or my true heart with trecherous reuolt 
Tulne to anotherthis t'hall flay them both : 
Therefore out of thy long expetien'ft time 
Glue me rome prefent counfell, or behold 
Twixtlmy extreames and me, this bloody knife 
Shall play the vmpeere,arbitrating that, 
Which the commiltion of thy yeares and art 
Could to no iffue of true honour bring : 
Be not fo long to fpeak, I long to die, 
If what thou fpeak'ft, fpeake not of remedy. 
Fri. Hold Daughter I doe fpie a kind of hope 
Which craues as def,erate an execution 
As that is defperate which we would preuent. 
If, rather then to marrie Countie Paris 
Thou haft the trength of will to fray thy felfe, 
Then is it likely thou wilt vndertake 
A thinglike death to chide away this fhame 
That coap'f with death himfelfe,to fcape fro it : 
And if thou dar'ft, Ile glue thee remedie. 
IuL Oh bid me,leape,rather then marrie Pars 
From of the Battlements of any Tower, 
Or walke in theeui/h waies, or bid me lurke 
Where Serpen.ts are : chaine me with roaring Beares 
Or hide me nightly in a Charnell houfe, 
Orecouered quite with dead mens ratling bones 
With reckie fhankesand yellow chappels fculls : 
Or bid me go into a new made graue 
And hide me with a dead man in his graue  
Things that to heare them told, haue made me tremble 
And I will doe it without feare or doubt 
To liue an vnftained wife to my fweet Loue. 
Fri. Hold then: goe home,be merriegiue confent 
To marrie Paris : wenfday is to morrow 
To morrow night looke that thou lie alone, 
Let not thy Nurfe lie with thee in thy Cha,nber : 
Take thou this Violl being then in bed 
.And this diftilling liquor drinke thou off, 
When pretintly through all thy veines t'hall run 

A cold and drowfie humour ." for no pulfe 
Shall keepe his natlue progreffe, but furceafe: 
No warmth,no breath fhall teftifie thou liueft 
The Roles in thy lips and cheekes t'hall fade 
To many afhes, the eyes windowes fall 
Like death when he fhut vp the day of life : 
Each part deprlu'd of fupple gouernment, 
Shall ftiffe and ftarkeand cold appeare like death 
And in this borrowed !ikeneffe of/hrunke death 
Thou fhalt continue two and l%rty houres 
And then awakeas from a plealhnt fleepe. 
Now when the Bridegroome in the morning comes 
To rowfe thee from thy bed, there art thou dead : 
Then as the manner of our country is, 
In thy heft Robes vncouer'd on the Beere 
Be borne to buriall in thy kindreds graue : 
Thou /halt be borne to that fame ancient vault 
Where all the kindred of the Capulets lie, 
In the meane time againft thou t'halt awake 
Shall Romeo by my Letters know our drlft 
And hither t'hall he com%and that very night 
Shall Romeo beare thee hence to Mantua. 
And this t'hall flee thee from this prefent fhame 
If no inconftant toy nor womanifh feare 
Abate thy valour in the a&ing it. 
IuL Giue me, glue memO tell not me ofcare. 
Fri. Hold get you gone, be firong and profperous : 
In this refolue, lie fend a Frier with fpeed 
To Mantua with my Letters to thy Lord. 
Iu. Loue glue me ftrength 
And trength t'hall helpe afford : 
Farewell deare father. Exit 
Enter Fatho" Catulet  1]/other Nurfe , and 
Seruin men tvo or three. 
Cap. So many guefts inuite as here are writ 
Sirrah,go hire me twenty cunning Cookes. 
Ser. You fhall haue none ill fir, t'or Ile trie if they can 
licke their fingers. 
Cap. How canft thou trie them fo ? 
Se. Marrie fir, 'tis an ill Cooke that cannot licke his 
owne fingers : therefore he that cannot licke his fingers 
goes not with me. 
Cap. Go be gone, we fhall be much vnfurnifht t'or this 
time : what is nay Daughter gone to Frier Lav;rence ? 
1Vur. I forfooth. 
Cap. Well he may chance to do rome good on her 
A peeuifh felfe-wild harlotry it is. 
Enter Iuliet. 
Nut. See where/he comes from fhrift 
With merrie looke. 
Cap. How now my headftrong 
Where haue you bin gadding ? 
IuL Where I haue learnt me to repent the fin 
Of difobedient oppofition : 
To you and your behets, and am enioyn'd 
By holy Lavrence, to fall proftrate here, 
To beg your pardon:pardon I befeech you 
Henceforward I am euer rul'd by you. 
Cap. Send t'or the Countiegoe tell him of this, 
Ile haue this knot knit vp to morrow morning. 
IuLI met the youthfull Lord at Lavrence Cell 
And gaue him what becomed Loue I might, 
Not ftepping ore the bounds ofmodetie. 
Cap. Why I am glad on't this is well, ftand vp 
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I married them i and their f'colne marriage day 
Was Tybalt  Doomefday : whofe vntimely death 
Bani/h'd the new-made Bridegroome from this Citie: 
For whom (and not for Tybalt) Iuliet pinde. 
You to remoue that fiegeofGreefe from her, 
Betroth'd,and would haue married her perforce 
To Countie Paria. Then comes /he to me, 
And (with wilde lookes) bid me deuife rome meanes 
To rid her from this fecond Marriage, 
Or in my Cell there would fhe kill her felf'e. 
Then gaue I her (fo Tutor'd by my Art) 
A fleeping Potion which fo tooke effe& 
As I intended, for it wrought on her 
The forme of death. Meane time, I writ to xsmeo, 
That he thould hither comej as this dyre night 
To helpe to take her from her borrowed graue 
Being the time the Potions force fhould ceafe. 
But he which bore my Letter, Frier Iohn, 
Was f'cay'd by accident ; and yef'cernight 
Return'd my Letter backe. '1"hen all alone, 
At the prefixed houre of her waking, 
Came I to take her from her Kindreds vault 
Meaning to keepe her clofely at my Ceil, 
Till I conueniently could fend to Romeo. 
But when I came (fome Minute ere the time 
Of her awaking) heere vntimely lay 
The Noble Park, and true Romeo dead. 
Shee wakes, and I intreated her come foorth 
And beare this worke of Heauen, with patience : 
But then a noyfe did fcarre me from the Tombe 
_And the (too defperate) would not go with me, 
But (as it feemes) did violence on her felfe. 
All this I know, and to the Marriage her Nurfe is priuy 
And if ought in this mifcarried by my fault, 
Let my old life be facrific'd,fome houre before the time 
Vnto the rigour of feueref'c Law. 
Prin. We f'dll haue knowne thee for a Holy man. 
Where's omeo's man ? What can he fay to this ? 
'Boy. I brought my Maf'cer newes of Iuliets death, 

And then in porte he came from Mantua 
To this fame place, to this fame Monument. 
This Letter he early bid me glue his Father, 
And threatned me with death, going in the Vault 
If I departed not, and left him there. 
Prin. Glue me the Letter, l will look on it. 
Where is the Counties Page that rals'd the Watch 
Sirra, what made your Marker in this place 
Page.He came with flowres to frew his Ladies graue 
And bid me fand aloof'e, and fo I did : 
Anon comes one with light to ope the Tombe 
And by and by my Maifer drew on him, 
And then I ran away to call the Watch. 
Prin. This Letter doth make good the Priers words, 
Their courfe of Loue, the tydings of her death 
And heere he writes, that he did buy a poyfon 
Of a poore Pothecarie, and therewithall 
Came to this Vault to dye, and lye with Iuliet. 
Where be thefe Enemies ? Capulet, Mountague, 
See what a fcourge is laide vpon your hate, 
That Heauen finds meanes to kill your ioyes with Loue 
And I, for winking at your difcords too 
Haue loft: a brace of Kinfmen : All are puniPa'd. 
Ca/,. O Brother Mountague, glue me thy hand 
This is my Daughters ioynture, Ibr no more 
Can I demand. 
Moun. But I can giue thee more : 
For I will raife her Statue in pure Gold 
That whiles Z;erona by that name is knowne, 
There thall no figure at that Rate be fet 
As th.t of True and Faithfull Iuliet. 
Cap. As rich thall Romeo by his Lady 
Poore facrifices of our enmity. 
Prin. A glooming peace this morning with it brings 
The Sunne for forrow will not thew his head 
Go hence, to haue more talke of there fad things 
Some thall be pardon'd, and rome punithed. 
For neuer was a Storle of more Wo, 
Then this of Iulie G and her Romeo. Exeunt omnes 
Gg 
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In pitty of our aged, and our youth, 
I cannot choofe but tell him that I care not, 
And let him tak't at worflc : For their Kniues care not, 
While you haue throats to anfwer. For my felfe 
There's not a whittle, in th'vnruly Campe, 
But I do prize it at my loue,before 
The reuerends Throat in Athens. So I leaue you 
To the prote&ion of the profperous Gods, 
As Theeues to Keepers. 
Sterv. Stay not,ali's in vaine. 
Tim. Why I was writing of my Epitaph 
It will be feene to morrow. My long fickneffe 
Of Health,and Liuing, now begins to mend, 
And nothing brings me all things. Go, liue ftill, 
Be llcibiades your plague i you hls 
And laff fo long enough. 
x We fpeake in vaine. 
Tim. But yet I loue my Country,and am not 
One that reioyces in the common wracke, 
As common bruite doth put it. 
J That's well fpoke. 
']i'm. Commend me to my louing Countreymen. 
x Thefe words become your lippes as they parle tho- 
row them. 
z And enter in our eares, like great Triumphers 
In their applauding gates. 
Tim. Commend me to them, 
And tell them, that to eafe them of their greefes, 
Their feares of Hoitile ffrokes, their Aches loffes 
Their pangs of Loue, with other incident throwes 
That Natures fragile Veil'ell doth fuffaine 
In lifes vncertaine voyage, I will fome kindnes do them, 
lie teach them to preuent wilde 41cibiades wrath. 
x I like this well, he will returne agalne. 
Tim. I haue a Tree which growes heere in my Clofe, 
That mine owne vfe inuites me to cut downe, 
And (hortly muff I fell it. Tell my Frlends 
Tell Athens, in the fequence of degree, 
From high to low throughout, that who fo pleafe 
To itop Afflic'-tion, let him take his hafe ; 
Come hither ere my Tree hath felt the Axe, 
And hang himfelfe. I pray you do my greeting. 
Ster. Trouble him no further, thus you frill (hall 
Finde him. 
Tim. Come not to me againe, but fay to Athens 
Timon hath made his euerlaffing Manfion 
Vpon the Beached Verge of the falt Flood, 
Who once a day with his emboffed Froth' 
The turbulent Surge (hall couer i thither come, 
And let my graue-fione be your Oracle : 
Lippes, let route words go by,and Language end : 
What is amiffe, Plague and Infec'-tion mend. 
Graues onely be mens workes, and Death their galne i 
Sunne, hide thy Beames Timon hath done his Raigne. 
Exit Timon. 
x His difcontents are vnremoueably coupled to Na- 
ture. 
z Our hope in him is dead : let vs returne, 
And flcralne what other meanes is left vnto vs 
In our deere perill. 
x It requires fwift foot. Exeunt. 

Enter trvo other Senatc.rs ,with a IVIeffenger. 

I Thou haft painfully difcouer'd : are his Files 
As full as thy report ? 
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e_'/-ef. I haue fpoke the leaff. 
Betides his expedition promifes prefent approach. 
z We ffand much hazard,if they bring not Timon. 
Mef. I met a Currier, one mine ancient Friend 
Whom though in generall part we were oppos'd, 
Yet our old loue made a particular force, 
And made vs fpeake like Friends. This man was riding 
From .,4lcibiades to Timons Caue, 
With Letters of intreaty, which imported 
His Fellow(hip i'th'caufe agalnit your City, 
In part for his fake mou'd. 

Enter the other Senators. 
x Heere come our Brothers. 
3 No talke of Timon, nothing ofhim expe&, 
The Enemies Drumme is heard,and fearefull fcouring 
Doth choake the ayre with duit : In, and prepare, 
Ours is the fall I feare, our Foes the Snare. Exeunt 

Enter a Souldier in the l['ods,feeling Timon. 
SoL By all defcription this (hould be the place. 
Whofe heere? Speake hoa. Noanfwer ? Whatis this ? 
Tymon is dead, who hath out-itretcht his fpan, 
Some Beaff reade this ; There do's not liue a Man. 
Dead fure, and this his Graue, what's on this Tomb, 
I cannot read : the Charrac'-ter Ile take with wax, 
Our Captaine hath in euery Figure skill ; 
An ag'd Interpreter, though yong in dayes : 
Before proud Athens bee's let downe by this 
Whofe fall the marke ot his Ambition is. 

Exit. 

Trumpets found. E,.ter llcibiades ith hi Poers 
before lthcns. 

.,4lc. Sound to this Coward,and lafciuious Towne, 
Our terrible approach. 
Sounds a Parl_y. 
The Senators appeare vpon the 'als. 
Till now you haue gone on, and fill'd the time 
With all Licentious meafure, making your willes 
The fcope ofluflcice. Till now,my felfe and fuch 
As flept within the (hadow of your power 
Haue wander'd with our trauerf Armes, and breath'd 1 
Our fufferance vainly : Now the time is flu/h, 
When crouching Marrow in the bearer itrong 
Cries (of it felfe)no more : Now breathleffe wrong, 
Shall tit and pant in your great Chaires of eafe 
And purfie Infolence (hall breake his winde 
With feare and horrid flight. 
L Sen. Nobleand young; 
When thy firff greefes were but a meere conceit, 
Ere thou had'it power, or ve had caufe of feare, 
We lent to thee, to glue thy rages Balme 
To wipe out our Ingratitude, with Loues 
Aboue their quantitie. 
z So did we wooe 
Transformed Timon, to our Cittles loue 
By humble Meffage, and by promiit meanes : 
We were not all vnkinde, nor all deferue 
The common ffroke ofwarre. 
x There walles of ours, 
Were not erec'-ted by rheir hands, from whom 
You haue receyu'd your greefe : Nor are they fuch, 
That there great Towres, Trophees, & Schools /hold fall 
For priuate faults in them. 
z Nor are they liuing 
Who 



THE TRAG E D I E 
IVLIVS CeESAR. 

OF 

CPr  mus. 8cwna CPrh  m. 

Enter Flauiua , ]urellua , and certaine Commoners 
ouer the &age. 

Flauiua. 
Ence : home you idle Creatures, get you home: 
Is this a Holiday ? What, know you not 
(Being Mechanicall) you ought not walke 
Vpon a labouring day, without the figne 
Of your Profeffion ? Speake, what Trade art thou ? 
Car. Why Sir, a Carpenter. 
Mur. Where is thy Leather Apron, and thy Rule? 
What doif thou with thy bet Apparrell on ? 
You iir, what Trade are you ? 
Cobl. Truely Sir, in refpe& of a fine Workman, I am 
but as you would fay, a Cobler. 
lur. But what Trade art thou ? Anfwer me dire&ly. 
Cob. A Trade Sir, that I hope I may vfe, with a fafe 
Confclence, which is indeed Sir, a Mender of bad foules. 
Fla. What Trade thou knaue ? Thou naughty knaue,. 
what Trade ? 
CobL Nay I befeech you Sir, be not out with me: yet 
if you be out Sir, I can mend you. 
2ur. What mean ft thou by that ? Mend mee, thou 
fawcy Fellow ? 
Cob. Why fir, Cobble you. 
Fla. Thou art a Cobler,art thou ? 
Cob. Truly fir, all that I liue by, is with the Aule : I 
meddle with no Tradefmans matters, nor womens mat- 
ters; but withal I am indeed Sir, a Surgeon to old /hooes: 
when they are in great danger, I recouer them. As pro- 
per men as euer trod vpon Nears Leather, haue gone 
on my handy-worke. 
Fla. But wherefore art not in thy Shop to day? 
Why do't thou leade there men about the treets? 
Cob. Truly fir, to weare out their /hooes, to get my 
felfe into more ,vorke. But indeede fir, we make Holy- 
day to fee Cefar, and to reioyce in his Triumph. 
lur. Wherefore reioyce ? 
What Conquefi brings he home ? 
What Tributaries follow him to Rome, 
To grace in Captiue bonds his Chariot Wheeles ? 
You Blockes,you tones, you worfe then fenfleffe things: 
O you hard hearts, you cruell men of Rome, 
Knew you not Pompey many a time and oft ? 
Haue you cllmb'd vp to Walles and Battlements, 
To Towres and Windowes? Yea, to Chimney tops, 
Your Infants in your Armes, and there haue fate 
The liue-long day, with patient expe&ation, 

To fee great Pompey paffe the treets of Rome : 
And when you faw his Chariot but appeare, 
Haue you not made an Vniuerfall/hour, 
That Tyber trembled vnderneath her bankes 
To heare the replication of your founds, 
Made in her Concaue Shores ? 
And do you now put on your bet attyre ? 
And do you now cull out a Holyday ? 
And do you now trew Flowers in his way, 
That comes in Triumph ouer Pompeyes blood ? 
Be gone, 
Runne to your boules, fall vpon your knees, 
Pray to the Gods to intermit the plague 
That needs muif light on this Ingratitude. 
Fla. Go, go, good Countrymen, and for this fault 
Affemble all the poore men of your fort ; 
Draw them to Tyber bankes, and weepe your teares 
Into the Channell, till the lowet treame 
Do kiffe the moil exalted Shores of all. 
Exeunt all the Commoners. 
See where their bafeif mettle be not mou'd,  
They vani/h tongue-tyed in their guiltineffe : 
Go you downe that way towards the Capitoll, 
This way will I : Difrobe the Images, 
If you do finde them deckt with Ceremonies. 
e[ur. May we do fo ? 
You know it is the Feaft of Lupercall. 
Fla. It is no matter, let no Images 
Be hung with Cefars Trophees : Ile about, 
And driue away the Vulgar from the fireets  
So do you too, where you perceiue them thicke. 
There growing Feathers, pluckt from Cefars wing, 
Will make him flye an ordinary pitch, 
Who elfe would foare aboue the view of men, 
And keepe vs all in feruile fearefulneffe. Exeunt 
Enter Ceefar , 2"lntony for the Courfe, Calphurnia, Portia, De- 
ciu, Cicero, B,-utu, Cau, Cata, a Soothjayer:af- 
ter them Murellu and Flauiu. 
Ceef. Callahurna. 
CAM(. Peace ho, Ceefar fpeakes. 
Ceef. Callahurnia. 
Calla. Heere my Lord. 
C,f. Stand you dire&ly in Antonio's way, 
When he doth run his courfe. Antonio. 
Ant. Ceefar, my Lord. 
Ceef Forget not in your fpeed .dntonio, 
To touch Callahurnia : for our Elders fay, 
k k The 
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THE 

TRAGE D IE OF 
MACBETH. 

e/fUtus rimus. Sccena rhna. 

Tbuner an Lightnng. Ener three 14"itches. 
 Hen fhall we three meet againe? 
In Thunder, Lightning, or in Ralne ? 
2. When the Hurley-burley's done, 
When the Battaile's lol},and wonne. 
3- That will be ere the let of Sunne. 
J. Where the place ? 
z. Vpon the Heath. 
3. There to meet with Macbeth. 
L I come, Gray-Mallin. 
.Jill Padocl calls anon : faire is foule, and foule is faire, 
Houer through the fogge and filthie ayre. Exeunt. 

Scena Secunda. 

4larum ithin. Enter King e_Falcome, Donal- 
baine Lenox, Rh attendants meeting 
a bleeding Caltaine. 

King. What bloody man is that ? he can report 
As feemeth by his plight, of the Reuolt 
The newef fate. 
Mal. This is the Serieant, 
Who like a good and hardie Souldier fought 
'Gainf my Captiuitie : Haile braue friend i 
Say to the King, the knowledge of the Broyle, 
As thou didf leaue it. 
Cap. Doubtfull it hood, 
As two fpent Swimmers, that doe cling together, 
And choake their Art : The mercileffe Macdomvld 
(Worthie to be a Rebel1, for to that 
The multiplying Villanies of Nature 
Doe fwarme vpon him) from the Weferne Ifles 
Of Kernes and Gallowgrofli:s is fupply'd, 
And Fortune on his damned Qarry fmiling, 
Shew'd like a Rebells Whore : but all's too weake : 
For braue Macbeth (well bee deferues that Name) 
Difdayning Fortune, with his brandifht Steele, 
Which fmoak'd with bloody execution 
(Like Valours Minion) caru'd out his paffage 
Till bee fac'd the Slaue : 
Which neu'r fhooke hands, nor bad farwell to him, 
Till he vnfeam'd him from the Naue toth'Chops, 
And fix'd his Head vpon our Battlements. 

King. 0 valiant Coufin, worthy Gentleman. 
Cap. As whence the Sunne 'gins his retie&ion, 
Shipwracking Stormes, and direfull Thunders : 
So from that Spring whence comfort feem'd to come, 
Difcomfort fwells : Marke King of Scotland, marke, 
No fooner Iufice had, with Valour arm'd, 
Compell'd there skipping Kernes to truf their heeles, 
But the Norweyan Lord, furueying vantage, 
With furbufht Armes, and new fupplyes of men, 
Began a frefh affault. 
King. Difmay'd not this our Captalnes, Macbeth and 
Banquoh ? 
Cap. Yes, as Sparrowes, Eagles  
Or the Hare, the Lyon : 
IfI fay footh, I muf report they were 
As Cannons ouer-charg'd with double Cracks, 
So they doubly redoubled ttroakes vpon the Foe : 
Except they meant to bathe in reeking Wounds 
Or memorize another Golgotha, 
I cannot tell : but I am faint, 
My Gafhes cry for helpe. 
King. So well thy words become thee, as thy wounds, 
They fmack of Honor both : Goe get him Surgeons. 

Enter Roffe and Angus. 
Who comes here ? 
MaL The worthy Thane of Roffe. 
Lenox. What a hafe lookes through his eyes ? 
So fhould he Iooke, that feemes to fpeake things frange. 
Ro. God faue the King. 
King. Whence cam'f thou, worthy Thane Y 
Ro.ffb. From Fiffe, great King, 
Where the Norweyan Banners flowt the Skie, 
And fanne our people cold. 
Nor*ray hlmfelfe, with terrible numbers, 
Affirmed by that mof difloyall Traytor, 
The Thane of Cawdor, began a difmall Conflic'-t, 
Till that Bellona's Bridegroome, lapt in proofe, 
Confronted him with felfe-comparilbns, 
Point againf Point, rebellious Arme 'gainfi Arme 
Curbing his lauifh fpirit : and to conclude 
The Vi&orie fell on vs. 
King. Great happineffe. 
Ro.ffb. That now, Sweno, the Norwayes King, 
Craues compofition : 
Nor would we deigne him buriall of his men, 
Till he disburfed, at Saint Colmes ynch, 
Ten thoulb, nd Dollars, to our generall vfe. 

King. No 
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As from the body of Contra&ion pluckes 
The very foule, and fweete Religion makes 
A rapfidie of words. Heauens face doth glow, 
Yea this folidity and compound maffe, 
With trifffull vifage as againf the doome, 
Is thought-ficke at the a&. 
Q. Aye me ; what a&, that roares fo lowd, & thun- 
ders in the Index. 
Ham. Looke heere vpon this Pi&ure, and on this, 
The counterfet prefentment of two Brothers : 
See what a grace was feared on his Brow, 
Hyperions curles, the front of Ioue himfelfe, 
An eye like Mars, to threaten or command 
A Station, like the Herald Mercurie 
New lighted on a heauen-kifllng hill : 
A Combination, and a forme indeed, 
Where euery God did feeme to fet his Seal% 
To glue the world affurance of a man. 
This was your Husband. Looke you now what followes. 
Heere is your Husband, like a Nlildew'd eare 
Blafing his wholfom breath. Haue you eyes ? 
Could you on this fake Mountalne leaue to feed, 
And batten on this Moore ? Ha ? Haue you eyes ? 
You cannot call it Loue : For at your age, 
The hey-day in the blood is tame, it's humble, 
And waites vpon the Iudgement : and what ludgement 
Would ffep from this, to this ? What diuell was't, 
That thus hath coufend you at hoodman-blinde ? 
O Shame ] where is thy Blufh ? Rebellious Hell, 
If thou canf routine in a Matrons bones, 
To flaming youth, let Vertue be as waxe, 
And melt in her owne fire. Proclalme no fhame, 
When the compulfiue Ardure glues the charge, 
Since Frof it felfe, as a&iuely doth burne, 
As Reafon panders Will. 
. 0 Hamlet, fpeake no more. 
Thou turn'f mine eyes into my very fbule, 
And there I fee fuch blacke and grained fpots, 
As will not leaue their Tin&. 
Ham. Nay, but to liue 
In the ranke fweat of an enfeamed bed, 
Stew'd in Corruption ; honying and making loue 
Ouer the naffy Stye. 
u. Oh fpeake to me, no more, 
There words like Daggers enter in mine eares. 
No more fweet Hamlet. 
Ham. A Murderer, and a Villaine : 
A Slaue, that is not twentieth part the tythe 
Of your precedent Lord. A vice of Kings, 
A Cutpurfe of the Empire and the Rule. 
That from a fhelfe, the precious Diadem Role, 
And put it in his Pocket. 
&u. No more. 
nter Ghofl. 
Ham. A King of/hreds and patches. 
Saue me ; and houer o're me with your wings 
You heauenly Guards. What would you gracious fire? 
. Alas he's mad. 
Ham. Do you not come your tardy Sonne to chide, 
That laps't in Time and Paflion, lets go by 
Th'important a&ing of your dread command ? Oh fay. 
bofl. Do not forget: this Vifitation 
Is but to whet thy almoft blunted purpofe. 
But looke, Amazement on thy Mother fits ; 
O fep betweene her, and her fighting Soule, 
Conceit in weakeft bodies, ftronge workes. 

Speake to her Hamlet. 
Ham. How is it with you Lady ? 
9xu. Alas, how is't with you ? 
That you bend your eye on vacancie, 
And with their corporall ayre do hold difcourfe. 
Forth at your eyes, your fpirits wildely peepe, 
And as the fleeping Soldiours in th'Alarme, 
Your bedded haire, like life in excrements, 
Start vp, and fcand an end. Oh gentle Sonne, 
Vpon the heate and flame of thy diffemper 
Sprinkle coole patience. Whereon do you looke ? 
Ham. On him, on him : look you how pale he glares, 
His forme and caufe conioyn'd, preaching to fones, 
Would make them capeable. Do not looke vpon me, 
Leaff with this pitteous a&ion you conuert'0 
My flerne effe&s -" then what I haue to 
Will want true colour i teares perchance for blood. 
Q. To who do you fpeake this? 
Ham. Do you fee nothing there? 
Q.E" Nothing at all, yet all that is I fee. 
Ham. Nor did you nothing heare ? 
QE" No, nothing but our felues. 
Ham. Why look you there: looke how it ffeals away: 
My Father in his habite, as he liued, 
Looke where he goes euen now out at the Portall. Exit. 
QE" This is the very coynage of your Braine, 
This bodileffe Creation extafie is very cunning in. 
Ham. Extafie? 
My Pulfe as yours doth temperately keepe time, 
And makes as healthfull Muficke. It is not madneffe 
That I haue vttered ; bring me to the Tefc 
And I the matter will re-word : which madneffe 
Would gamboll from. Mother, for loue of Grace, 
Lay not a flattering Vn&ion to your foule, 
That not your trefpaffe, but my madneffe fpeakes: 
It will but skin and filme the Vlcerous place, 
Whil'f ranke Corruption mining all within, 
Infe&s vnfeene. Confeffe your felfe to Heauen, 
Repent what's paf, auoyd what is to come, 
And do not fpred the Compof or the Weedes, 
To make them ranke. Forgiue me this my Vertue, 
For in the fatneffe of this purfie times, 
Yertue it felfe, of Vice muf pardon begge, 
Yea courb, and woe, for leaue to do him good. 
x" Oh Hamlet, 
Thou haf cleft my heart in twalne. 
Ham. 0 throw away the worfer part of it, 
And liue the purer with the other halfe. 
Good night, but go not to mine Vnkles bed, 
Affume a Vertue, if you haue it not, refraine to nlgbt, 
And that/hall lend a kinde of eafineffe 
To the next abfdnence. Once more goodnight, 
And when you are defirous to be blef, 
Ile blefling begge of you. For this fame Lord, 
I do repent : but heauen hath pleas'd it fo, 
To puni/h me with this, and this with me, 
That I mufc be their Scourge and Miniffer. 
I will bellow him, and will anfwer well 
The death I gaue him : fo againe, good night. 
I muf be cruell, onely to be kinde 
Thus bad begins, and worfe remaines behinde. 
-E" What/hall I do ? 
Ham. Not this by no meanes that I bid you do : 
Let the blunt King tempt you againe to bed, 
Pinch Wanton on your cheeke, call you his Moufe, 
And let him for a paire of reechie kiffes, 
pp z Or 
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chiefe of your perfon,it would fcarfely alay. 
Edg. Some Villaine hath done me wrong. 
Edm. That's my feare, I pray you haue a continent 
forbearance till the fpeed of his rage goes flower : and as 
I thy. retire with me to my lodging, from whence 1 will 
fitly bring you to heare my Lord fpeake : pray ye goe, 
there's my key : if you do fiirre abroad,goe arm'& 
Edg. Arm'd,Brother ? 
Edm. Brother, I aduife you to the befl, I am no honeft 
man, if ther be any good meaning toward you:I haue told 
you what I haue feene.and heard : But faintly. Nothing 
like the image, and horror of it, pray you away. 
Edg. Shall I heare from you anon ? Exit. 
Edm. I do ferue you in this bufineffe: 
A Credulous Father, and a Brother Noble, 
Whole nature is fo thrre from doing harmes, 
That he fufpe&s none : on whole foolif'n honeffie 
My pra&ifes ride earle :I fee the bufineffe. 
Let me,if not by birth,haue lands by wit, 
All with me's meete, that I can fa/hion fit. Exit. 

Scena Tertia. 

Enter Gcnerill, and Steward. 

Gon. Did my Father ftrike my Gentleman for chi- 
ding of his Foole ? 
&e. 1 Madam. 
Gon. By day and night, he wrongs me, euery howre 
He fla/hes into one groffe crime, or other, 
That lets vs all at ods : Ile not endure it ; 
His Knights grow riotous,and himfelt vpbraides vs 
On euery trifle. When he returnes fromhunting, 
I will not fpeake with him, fay I am ficke, 
If you come flacke of former feruices, 
You/hall do well, the fault of it ile anfwer. 
Ste. He's comming Madam, I heare him. 
on. Put on what weary negligence you pleafe, 
You and your Felloxses: l'de haue it come to quefiionl 
If he diftafe it, let him to my Sifter, 
Whole mind and mine I know in that are one, 
Remember what I haue laid. 
8te. Well Madam. 
on. And let his Knights haue colder lookes among 
you : what growes of it no matter, aduife your fellowes 
fo, Ile write ftraight to my Sifter to hold my courfe;pre- 
pare for dinner. Exeunt. 

SceTh7 Qlrga. 

Enter Kent. 
Isfent. If but as will I other accents borrow, 
That can my fpeech deful,my good intent 
May carry through it felfe to that full iffue 
For which I raiz'd my likeneffe. Now bani/ht Kent, 
If thou canft ferue vhere thou doft ftand condemn'd 
So may it come, thy blafter whom thou lou' 
Shall find thee full of labours. 

Horne itbin. Enter Lear and .lttendants. 
Lcar. Let me not ay a iot for dinner, go get it rea- 
dy:hownow, what art thou ? 
Kent. A man Sir. 
Lear. What doff thou profeffe ? What would' thou 
with vs ? 
Kent. I do profeffe to be no leffe then I feemeito ferue 
him truely that will put me in truft to loue him that is 
honefl,to conuerfe with him that is wife and faies little, to 
feare Judgement, to fight when 1 cannot choofe, and to 
eate no fi/h. 
Lear. What art thou ? 
Kent. A very honefi hearted Fellow, and as poore as 
the King. 
Lear. If thou be' as poore for a ruble&, as hee's for a 
King, thou art poore enough. What wouldft thou? 
Kent. Seruice. 
Lear. Who wouldft thou ferue? 
Kent. You. 
Lear. Do'ft thou know me fellow ? 
Kent. No Sir, but you haue that in your countenance, 
which I would faine call Mailer. 
Lear. What's that ? 
Kent. Authority. 
Lear. What feruices canft thou do ? 
Kent. I can keepe honeft counfaile, ride, run, matte a 
curious tale in telling it, and deliuer a plaine meffage 
bluntly : that which ordinary men are fit for, I am qual- 
lifted in,and the heft of me, is Dilligence. 
Lear. How old art thou ? 
Kent. Not fo young Sir to Ioue a woman for tinging, 
nor fo old to dote on her for any thing. I haue yeares on 
my backe forty eight. 
Lear. Follow me, thou/halt ferueme,ifi like thee no 
worfe after dinner, I will not part from thee yet. Dinner 
ho, dinner, where's my knaue.my Foole ?lGo you and call 
my Foole hither. You you Sirrah, where's.my Daughter? 
Enter Steward. 
Ste. So pleafe you -- Exit. 
Lear. x, Vhat faies the Fellow there ? Call the Clot- 
pole backe : wher'smy Foole? Ho, I thinke the world's 
afleepe, how now ? Where's that Mungrell ? 
Knigb. He faies my Lord, your Daughters is not well. 
Lear. Why came not the flaue backe to me when I 
call'd him ? 
Knigb. Sir, he anfwered me in the roundeft manner, he 
would not. 
Lear. He would not ? 
Knight. My Lord, I know not what the matter is, 
but to my Judgement your Highneffe is not entetain'd 
with that Ceremonious affe&ion as you were wont, 
theresa great abatement of kindneffe appeares as well in 
the generall dependants, as in the Duke himfelfe al.%,and 
your Daughter. 
Lear. Ha .a Saift thou fo ? 
Knigb. I befeech you pardon me my Lord, if I bee 
miftaken, for my duty. cannot be filent, when I thinke 
your Higbneffe wrong'd. 
Lear. Thou but remembreft me of mine owne Con- 
ception, I haue perceiued a moil faint negle& of late, 
which I haue rather blamed as mine owne iealous curio- 
title, then as a very pretence and purpofe of vnkindneffe i 
I will looke further intoo't, : but where's my Foole ? I 
haue not feene him this two dales. 
Knight. Since my young Ladies gdng into France 
Sir, 
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Glue you good morrow. 
lo. The Duke's too blamein this, 
'Twill be ill taken. Exit. 
Kent.Good King, that muff approue the common law, 
Thou out of Heauens benedi&ion com'ff 
To the warme Sun. 
Approach thou Beacon to this vnder Globe, 
That by thy comfortable Beames I may 
Perufe this Letter. Nothing almoff ibes miracles 
But miferie. I know 'tis from Cordelia, 
Who hath mof'c fortunately beene inform'd 
Of my obfcured courfe. And /hall finde time 
From this enormous State, Deking to glue 
Loffes their remedies .All weary and o're-watch'd, 
Take vantage heauie eyes, not to behold 
This/hamefnll lodging. Fortune goodnight, 
Smile once more, turne thy wheele. 

Enter Edgar. 

Edg. I heard my felfe proclaim'd, 
And by the happy hollow of a Tree, 
Efcap'd the hunt. No Port is free, no place 
That guard, and moff vnufall vigilance 
Do's not attend my taking. Whiles I may fcape 
I will preferue mytelfe : and am bethought 
To take the bafeft, and moft pooreff/hape 
That euer penury in contempt of man, 
Brought neere to heart; my thee Ile grime with filth, 
Blanket my Iolnes, elfe all my haires in knots, 
And with prefented nakedneffe out-face 
The Windes, and pertcutions of the skie ; 
The Country glues me proofe, and prefident 
Of Bedlam beggers, who with roaring voices, 
Strike in their num'd and mortified Armes, 
Pins, Wodden-prickes, Nayles, Sprigs of Rofemarie : 
And with this horrible obie&, from low Farmes, 
Poore pelting Villages, Sheeps-Coates, and Milles, 
Sometimes with Lunaticke bans, fometime with Praiers 
Inforce their charitie : poore Turlygod, poore Tom, 
That's fomething yet : Edgar I nothing am. Exit. 

Enter Lear, Foole, and Ger, tleman. 

Lea.'Tis firange that they/hould fo depart from home, 
And not fend backe my Meffengers. 
Gent. As I learn'd, 
The night before, there was no purpofe in them 
Of this remoue. 
Kent. Halle to thee Noble Mailer. 
Lear. Ha ? Mak'fi thou this/hame ahy paPcime ? 
Kent. No my Lord. 
Foole. Hah,ha, he weares Cruell Garters Horfes are 
tide by the heads, Dogges and Beares by'th'necke, 
Monkies by'th'loynes, and Men by'th' legs : when a man 
ouerluffie at legs, then he wearcs wodden nether-flocks. 
Lear. What's he, 
That hath fo much thy place miffooke 
To let thee heere? 
Ken. It is both he and/he, 
Your Son, and Daughter. 
Lear. No. 
Kent. Yes. 
Lear. No I fay. 
Kent. I fay yea. 
Lew. By Iuioiter I fweare no. 

Kent. By Iuuo, I fweare I. 
Lear. They durf'c not do' t: 
They could not, would not do't : 'tis worfe then murther, 
To do vpon refpe& fuch violent outrage: 
Refolue me with all modeff hafte, which way 
'Thou might'Pc deferue, or they impofe this vfage, 
Comming from vs. 
Kent. My Lord, when at their home 
I did commend your Highneffe Letters to them, 
Ere I was rifen from the place, that/hewed 
My dutie kneeling, came there a reeking PoiSe, 
Stew'd in his haffe, halle breathleffe, painting forth 
From Gnerill his Mifiris, falutations 
Deliuer'd Letters fpight of intermiffion, 
Which prefently they read i on thole contents 
They fummon'd vp their meiney, ffraight tooke Horfe, 
Commanded me to follow, and attend 
The leifure of their anfwer, gaue me cold lookes, 
And meeting heere the other Meffnger, 
Whole welcome I perceiu'd had poiton'd mine, 
Being the very fellow which of late 
Dffplaid fo fawcily againPc your Highneffe, 
Hauing more man then wit about me, drew 
He rais'd the houfe, with loud and coward cries, 
Your Sonne and Daughter found this trefpaffe worth 
The/hame which heere it fuffers. (way, 
Foole. Winters not gon yet, if the wil'd Geefe fly that 
Fathers that weare rags, do make their Children blind, 
But Fathers that beare bags,/hall fee their children kind. 
Fortune that arrant whore, here turns the key toth" poore. 
But for all this thou /halt haue as many Dolors for thy 
Daughters, as thou canft tell in a yeare. 
Lear. Oh how this Mother fwels vp toward my heart! 
Hiflorica taJJio, downe thou climing forrow, 
Thy Elements below where is this Daughter ? 
Knt. Wirh the Earle Sir, here within. 
Lear. Follow me no b flay here. Exit. 
Gem Made you no more offence, 
But what you fpeake of? 
Kent. None : 
How chance the the King comes with fo fmall a number? 
Foole. And thou hadff beene let i'th'Stockes for that 
quePdon, thoud'Pc well deferu'd it. 
Kent. Why Foole ? 
Foole. Wee'l fet thee to fchoole to an Ant, to teach 
thee ther's no labouring i'th' winter. All that follow their 
nofes, are led by their eyes, but blinde men, and there's 
not a nofe among twenty,but can fmell him that's fiink- 
ing; let go thy hold, when a greatwheele runs downe a 
hill, leaff it breake thy necke with following. But the 
great one that goes vpward, let him drawthee after : 
when a wifeman glues thee better counfell glue me mine 
againe, I would hause none but knaues follow it, fince a 
Foole glues it. 
That Sir, which ferues and feekes for gaine, 
And followes but for forme; 
Will packe, when it begins to raine, 
And leaue thee in the Pcorme, 
But I will tarry, the Foole will flay, 
And let the wifeman flie : 
The knaue turnes Foole that runnes away, 
The Foole no*knaue perdie. 

Enter Lear, and lflcr: 
Kent. Where learnd you this Foole ? 
Fole. Not i'th' Stocks Foole. 
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Your heart is burlt, you haue lolt halle your foule 
Euen now, now, very now, an old blacke Ram 
Is tupping your white Ewe. Afire, afire, 
Awake the fnorting Cittizens with the Bell, 
Or elfe the deuill will make a Grand-fire of you. 
Arife I fay. 
Bra. What, haue you lolt your wits? 
Rod. Molt reuerend Signior, do you know my voice? 
Bra. Not I : what are you ? 
Rod. My name is Rodorigo. 
Bra. The worrier welcome : 
I haue charg'd thee not to haunt about my doores: 
In honelt plaineneffe thou halt heard me fay, 
My Daughter is not for thee. And nowin madneffe 
(Being full of Supper, and dif[empring draughtes) 
Vpon malitious knauerie, dolt thou come 
To flart my quiet. 
Rod. Sir,Sir, Sir. 
Bra. But thou mult needs be lure, 
My fpirits and my place haue in their power 
To make this bitter to thee. 
todoo Patience good Sir. 
Bra. What tell'it thou me of Robbing ? 
This is Venice : my houfe is not a Grange. 
Rodo. Molt graue Brabantio, 
In fimple and pure lbule, I come to you. 
Ia. Sir :you are one of thole that will not ferue God, 
if the deuill bid you. Becaufe we come to do you feruice, 
and you thinke we are Ruffians, you'le haue your Daugh- 
ter couer'd with a Barbary horfe, you'le haue your Ne- 
phewes neigh to you, you'le haue Courfers for Cozens : 
and Gennets fog Germaines. 
Bra. What prophane wretch art thou ? 
Ia. I am one Sir, that comes to tell you, your Daugh- 
ter and the Moore, are making the Bealt with two backs. 
Bra. Thou art a Villaine. 
Iago. You are a Senator. 
Bra. This thou /halt anfwere. I know thee Rodorigo. 
/d. Sir, I will anfwere any thing. But I befeech you 
If't be your pleafure, and molt wife confent, 
(As partly I find it is ) that your faire Daughter, 
At this odde Euen and dull watch o'th'night 
Tranfported with no worfe nor better guard, 
But with a knaue of common hlre, a Gundelier, 
To the groffe clafpes ofa Lafcluious Moore : 
If this be knowne to you, and your Allowance, 
We then haue done you bold,and faucie wrongs. 
But if you know not this, my Manners tell me, 
We haue your wrong rebuke. Do not beleeue 
That from the fence of all Ciuilitie, 
I thus would play and trifle with your Reuerence. 
Your Daughter (if you haue not giuen her leaue) 
I fay againe,hath made a groffe reuolt, 
Tying her Dutie, Beautie, Wit, and Fortunes 
In an extrauagant, and wheeling Stranger, 
Of here, and euery where : ltraight fatisfie your felfe. 
If/he be in her Chamber, or your houfe, 
Let loofe on me the Iultice of the State 
For thus deluding you. 
Bra. Strike on the Tinder, hoa : 
Glue me a Taper : call vp all my people, 
This Accident is not vnlike my dreame 
Beleefe of it oppreffes me alreadie. 
Light, I fay, light. Exit. 
lag. Farewell: for I mult leaue you. 
It feemes not meete, nor wholefome to my place 

To be produ&ed, (as ifI flay, I (hall,) 
Againlt the Moore. For I do know the State, 
(How euer this may gall him with fome checke) 
Cannot with fafetie calt-him. For he's embark'd 
With fuch loud reafon to the Cyprus Warres, 
(Which euen now ltands in AcTt)that for their foules 
Another of his Fadome, they haue none, 
To lead their Bufineffe. In which regard, 
Though I do hate him as I do hell apines, 
Yet, for neceflitie of prefent life, 
I mult (how out a Flag, and figne of Loue, 
(Which is indeed but figne)that you /hal furely find him 
Lead to the Sagitary the railed Search: 
And there will I be with him. So farewell. Exit. 

Enter Brabantlo,itb Seruants and Torcbes. 

Bra. It is too true an euill. Gone/he is, 
And what's to come of my defpifed time, 
Is naught but bitterneffe. Now Rodorigo, 
Where didlt thou fee her ? (Oh vnhappie Girle) 
With the Moore failt thou? (Who would be a Father ?) 
How didlt thou know 'twas /he? (Oh /he deceaues me 
Palt thought:) what faid /he to you ? Get moe Tapers : 
Raife all my Kindred. Are they married thinke you ? 
Rodo. Truely I thinke they are. 
ra. Oh Heauen : how got /he out ? 
Oh treafon of the blood. 
Fathers, from hence trufi not your Daughters minds 
By what you fee them a. Is there not Charmes, 
By which the propertie of Youth, and Maidhood 
May be abus'd ? Haue you not read Rodorigo, 
Of rome fuch thing? 
Rod. Yes Sir : I haue indeed. 
ra. Call vp my Brother : oh would you had had her. 
Some one way, rome another. Doe you know 
Where we may apprehend her, and the Moore ? 
Rod. I thinke I can difcouer him, if you pleafe 
To get good Guard, and go along with me. 
Bra. Pray you lead on. At euery houfe Ile call, 
(I may command at molt)get Weapons (hoa) 
And raife rome fpeciall Officei's of might : 
On good Rodorigo, I will deferue your paines. Exeunt. 

Scena Secunda. 

Enter Othello, Iago, _/lttendants , vltb ff'orcbes. 

la. Though in the trade of Warre I haue flalne men, 
Yet do I hold it very ltuffe o'th'confcience 
To do no contriu'd Murder : I lacke Iniquitie 
Sometime to do me feruice. Nine, or ten times 
I had thought t'haue yerk'd him here vnder the Ribbes. 
Othello. "Tis better as it is. 
Iago. Nay but he prated, 
And fpoke fuch fcuruy, and prouoklng termes 
Againfi your Honor, that with the little godlineffe 1 haue 
I did full hard forbeare him. But I pray you Si G 
Are you falt married ? Be affur'd of this, 
That the Magnifico is much belou'd, 
And hath in his effe6t a voice potentiall 
As double as the Dukes : He will diuorce you. 
Or put vpon you, what reltraint or greeuance, 
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The worf of words. 
Iago. Good my Lord pardon me, 
Though I am bound to euery Acqe of dutie, 
I am not bound to that : All Siaues are free: 
Vtter my Thoughts? Why fay, they are vildand fake? 
As where's that Palace, whereinto/bule things 
Sometimes intrude not ? Who ha's that breaf fo pure, 
Wherein vncleanly Apprehenfions 
Keepe Leetes, and Law-dayes, and in Seflions fit 
With meditations lawfull ? 
Orb. Thou do'f confpire againf thy Friend (Iago) 
If thou but think'f him wrong'd, and mak'f his eare 
A franger to thy Thoughts. 
Iago. I do befeech you, 
Though I perchance am vicious in my gueffe 
(As I confeffe it is my Natures plague 
To fpy into Abufes, and of my iealoufie 
Shapes faults that are not) that your wifedome 
From one, that fo imperfertly conceits, 
Would take no notice, nor build your felfe a trouble 
Out of his fcattering, and vnfure obferuance : 
It were not for your quiet, nor your good, 
Nor for my Manhood, Honely, and Wifedome 
To let you know my thoughts. 
Orb. What dof thou meane ? 
Iago. Good name in Man, & woman(deere my Lord) 
Is the immediate Iewell of their Soules ; 
Who reales my purfe, reales tra/h : 
'Tis fomething, nothing ; 
'Twas mine, 'tis his, and has bin flaue to thoufands : 
But he that filches from me my good Name, 
Robs me of tha b which not enriches him, 
And makes me poore indeed. 
Otb. Ile know thy Thoughts. 
Iago. You cannot, if my heart were in your hand, 
Nor/hall not, whiff "tis in my cufodie. 
Otb. Ha ? 
Iago. Oh, beware my Lord, ofiealoufie, 
It is the greene-ey'd Monfer, which doth mocke 
The meate it feeds on. That Cuckold liues in bliffe, 
Who certaine of his Fate, loues not his wronger : 
But oh, what damned minutes tels he ore 
Who dotes, yet doubts : Sufpes, yet foundly loues ? 
Otb. 0 miferie. 
Iago. Poore, and Content, is rich, and rich enough, 
But Riches fineleffe, is as poore as Winter, 
To him that euer feares he/hall be poore : 
Good Heauen, the Soules of all my Tribe defend 
From Iealoufie. 
Orb. Why? why is this ? 
Think'f thou, I'ld make a Life of Iealoufie ; 
To follow frill the changes of the Moone 
With fre/h fufpitions ? No : to be once in doubt, 
Is to be refolu'd : Exchange me for a Goat, 
When I/hall turne the bufineffe of my Soule 
To fuch exufflicate, and blow'd Surmifes, 
Matching thy inference. "Tis not to make me Iealious, 
To fay my wife is faire, feeds well, loues company, 
Is free of Speech, Sings, Playes, and Dances : 
Where -ertue is, thefe are more vertuous. 
Nor from mine owne weake merites, will I draw 
The fmallef feare, or doubt of her reuolt, 
For/he had eyes, and chore me. No Iago, 
Ile fee before l doubt ; when l doubt proue ; 
And on the proofe, there Is no more but this, 
Away at once with Loue, or Iealoufie. 

Ia. I am glad of this : For now I fhall haue reafon 
To fhew the Loue and Duty that I beare you 
With franker fpirit. Therefore (as I am bound) 
Receiue it from me. I fpeake not yet of proofe : 
Looke to your wife, obferue her well with Cafsio, 
Weare your eyes, thus : not Iealious, nor Secure : 
I would not haue your free, and Noble Nature, 
Out of felfe-13ounty, be abus'd : Looke too't : 
I know our Country difpofition well : 
In Venice, they do let Heauen fee the prankes 
They dare not fhew their Husbands. 
Their bef Confcience, 
Is not to leaue't vndone, but kept vnknowne. 
Orb. Dof thou fay fo ? 
Iago. She did deceiue her Father, marrying you, 
And when fhe feem'd to fhake, and feare your lookes, 
She lou'd them roof. 
Orb. And fo fhe did. 
Iago. Why go too then: 
Shee that fo young could glue out fuch a Seeming 
To feele her Fathers eyes vp, clofe as Oake, 
He thought 'twas Witchcraft. 
But I am much too blame : 
I humbly do befeech you of your pardon 
For too much louing you. 
Orb. I am bound to thee for euer. 
Iago. I fee this hath a little dafh'd your Spirits : 
Orb. Not a lot, not a lot. 
Iago. Truf me, I feare it has : 
I hope you will confider what is fpoke 
Comes from your Loue. 
But I do fee y'are moou'd : 
I am to pray you, not to fraine my fpeech 
To groffer iffues , nor to larger reach, 
Then to Sufpition. 
Orb. I will not. 
Iago. Should you do fo(my Lord) 
My fpeech /hould fall into fuch vilde fucceffe, 
Which my Thoughts aym'd not. 
Caflo's my worthy Friend : 
My Lord, I fee y'are mou'd. 
Orb. No, not much mou'd : 
I do not thinke but Defdernov.a's honef. 
Iago. Long liue/he fo ; 
And long liue you to thinke fo. 
Orb. And yet how Nature erring from it lelfe. 
Iago. I, there's the point : 
As (to be bold with you) 
Not to after many propofed Matches 
Of her owne Clime, Complexion, and Degree, 
Whereto we fee in all things, Nature tends : 
Fob, one may fmel in fuch, a will mof ranke, 
Foule difproportions, Thoughts vnnaturall. 
But (pardon me) I do not in pofition 
Difin&ly fpeake of her, though I may feare 
Her will, recoyling to her better Judgement, 
May fal to match you with her Country formes, 
And happily repent. 
Orb. Farewell,farewell : 
If more thou dof perceiue, let me know more : 
Set on thy wife to obferue. 
Leaue me Iago. 
Iago. My Lord, I take my leaue. 
OtbeL Why did I marry? 
This honef Creature (doubtleffe) 
Seesand knowes more much more then he vnfolds. 
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Or leffei at firll . Perchance he fpoke not, but 
Like a fifll Acorn'd Boare, a Iarmen on, 
Cry'de oh, and mounted ; found no oppofition 
But what he look'd for, (hould oppofe, and/he 
Should from encounter guard. Could I finde out 
The Womans part in me, for there's no motion 
That tends to vice in man, but I affirme 
It is the Womans part : be it Lying,note it, 
The womans : Flattering, hers i Deceiuing, hers : 
Luf, and ranke thoughts, hers, hers : Reuenges hers : 
Ambitions, Couetings, change of Prides, Ditdaine, 
Nice-longing, Slanders, Mutability ; 
All Faults that name, nay, that Hell knowes, 
Why hers, in part, or all : but rather all For euen to Vice 
They are not conllant, but are changing llill ; 
One Vice, but of a minute old, for one 
Not halle fo old as that. lie write againf them, 
Detell them, curfe them : yet "tis greater Skill 
In a true Hate, to pray they h,ue their will : 
The very Diuels cannot plague them better. Exit. 

tctus ertius. Scena rima. 

Enter in State , Cymbeline , Qeene , Clotten , and Lords at 
one doore, and at another, Caius, Lucius, 
and ttendants. 

Cym. Now fay, what would wluguflus Ceefar with vs? 
Luc. When luliu Ceefar (whole remembrance yet 
Liues in mens eyes, and will to Eares and Tongues 
Be Theame, and hearing euer)was in this Britain, 
And Conquer'd it, Caffbulan thine Ynkle 
(Famous in Ceefars prayfes, no whir leffe 
Then in his Feats deferuing it) for him, 
And his Succeflion, granted Rome a Tribute, 
Yeerely three thoufand pounds  which(by thee)lately 
Is left vntender'd. 
0_. And to kill the meruaile, 
Shall be fo euer. 
Clot. There be many CeeJhrs, 
Ere fuch another Iuliu : Britaine's a world 
By it felfe, and we will nothing pay 
For wearing our owne Nofes. 
. That opportunity 
Which then they had to take from's, to relume 
We haue againe. Remember Sir, my Liege, 
The Kings your Anceflors, together with 
The naturall brauery of your Ifle, which fands 
As Neptunes Parke, ribb'd, and pal'd in 
With Oakes vnskaleable, and roaring Waters, 
With Sands that will not beare your Enemies Boates, 
But fucke them vp to'th'Top-mall. A kinde of Conquef 
Ceefar made heere, but made not heere his bragge 
Of Came, and Saw, and Ouer-came : with (hame 
(The firll that euer touch'd him) he was carried 
From off our Coaf, twice beaten : and his Shipping 
(Poore ignorant Baubles) on our terrlble Seas 
Like Egge-/hels mou'd vpon their Surges, crack'd 
As eafily 'gainll our Rockes. For ioy whereof, 
The fam'd Caffibulan, who was once at point 
(Oh giglet Fortune) to marker Ceefars Sword, 
Made Luds-To;ne with reioycing-Fires bright, 

And Britalnes llrut with Courage. 
Clot. Come, there's no more Tribute to be paid : our 
Kingdome is ftronger then it was at that time : and (as I 
laid) there is no mo fuch Ca'fats, other of them may haue 
crook'd Nofes, but to owe fuch llraite Armes, none. 
Cym. Son, let your Mother end. 
Clot. We haue yet many among vs, can gripe as hard 
as Cabulan, I doe not fay I am one : but I haue a hand. 
Why Tribute? Why (hould we pay Tribute ? If Ceefar 
can hide the Sun from vs with a Blanket, or put the Moon 
in his pocket, we will pay him Tribute for light: elfe Sir, 
no more Tribute.pray you now. 
Cym. You mull know, 
Till the inlurious Romans, did extort 
This Tribute from vs, we were free. Ceefars Ambition, 
Which fwell'd fo much, that it did almoll ttretch 
The tides o'th'World, againll all colour heere, 
Did put the yoake vpon's i which to (hake off 
Becomes a warlike people, whom we reckon 
Our felues to be, we do. Say then to Ceefar, 
Our Anceftor was that A4ulmutiu G which 
Ordain'd our Iawes, whole vie the Sword of Ceefar 
Hath too much mangled  whole repayre, and franchife, 
Shall (by the power we hold) be our good deed, 
Tho Rome be therfore angry. A4ulrnutita made our lawes 
Who was the firll of Britaine, which did put 
His browes within a golden Crowne,and call'd 
t-limfelfe a King. 
Luc. I am lorry C_Frnbeline, 
That I am to pronounce luguflu Ceefar 
(Ceefar, that hath moo Kings his Seruants, then 
Thy felfe Domellicke Officers) thine Enemy : 
Receyue it from me then. Warre, and Confufion 
In Ceefars name pronounce I "galnll thee : Looke 
For fury, not to be refifted. Thus defide 
I thanke thee for my felfe. 
Cym. Thou art welcome Calu 
Thy Ceefar Knighted me i my youth I fpent 
Much vnder him ; of him, I gather'd Honour, 
Which he, to feeke of me againe, perforce, 
Behooues me keepe at vtterance. I am perfe 
That the Pannonians and Dalmatians, for 
Their Liberties are now in Armes : a Prelident 
Which not to reade, would (hew the Britaines cold : 
So Ceefar (hall not finale them. 
Luc. Let proofe fpeake. 
Clot. His Maiefy biddes you welcome. Make pa- 
time with vs, a day, or two, or longer : if you leek vs af- 
terwards in other tearmes, you /hall finde vs in our Salt- 
water-Girdle : if you beate vs out of it, it is yours: if you 
fall in the aduenture, our Crowes (hall fare the better for 
you : and there's an end. 
Luc. So fir. 
Cym. I know your Mailers pleafure, and he mine: 
All the Remaine, is welcome. Exeunt. 

Scena Secunda. 

Enter Pifanlo reading of a Letter. 
P/f. How? of Adultery ? Wherefore write you not 
What Monllers her accufe ? Leonatu  
Oh Mafter, what a llrange infection 
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Is falne into thy eare? What falfe Italian, 
(As poyfonous tongu'd ,as handed)hath preuail'd 
On thy too ready hearing ? Difloyall ? No. 
She's punilh'd for her Truth; and vndergoes 
More Goddefl'e-like, then Wife-like i fuch Affaults 
As would take in rome Vertue. Oh my Mailer, 
Thy mind to her, is now as lowe, as were 
Thy Fortunes. How ? That I lhould murther her, 
Vpon the Loue, and Truth,and Vowes;which I 
Haue made to thy command ? I her ? Her blood ? 
If it be fo, to do good tiruice, neuer 
Let me be counted feruiceable. How looke I, 
That I lhould feeme to lacke humanity, 
So much as this FaR comes to . Doo't:'The Letter. 
That I haue fent her, by her oavne command, 
8hall glue thee otportunitie. Oh damn'd paper, 
Blacke as the Inke that'son thee, fenfeleffe bauble, 
Art thou a Fedarie for this Ac'-t i and look'it 
So Virgin-like without ? Loe here lhe comes. 
Enter Imogen. 
I am ignorant in what I am commanded. 
lmo. How now Pifanio ? 
P Madam,heere is a Letter from my Lord. 
lmo. Who,thy Lord ? That is my Lord Leonatua ? 
Oh,learn'd indeed were that Altronomer 
That knew the Starres, as I his Chara&ers, 
Heel'd lay the Future open. You good Gods, 
Let what is heere contain'd, rellilh of Loue, 
Of my Lords health, of his content : yet not 
That we two are afunder, let that grleue him; 
Some griefes are medcinable, that is one of them, 
For it doth phyficke Loue, of his content, 
All but in that. Good Wax, thy leaue : bleP be 
You Bees that make there Lockes of counthile. Louers, 
And men in dangerous Bondes pray not alike, 
Though Forfeytours you calt in prifon,yet 
You clafpe young Cupids Tables : good Newes Gods. 
I lrflice, and your Fathers wrath (fhould he tate me in hk 
Dominion)could not be fo cruell to me,az you : (oh the dee- 
re of Creatures)arould euen renew me with your eyes. "Tale 
notice that I am in Cambria at Milford-Hauen : what your 
orne Loue, rill out of ,hk aduife you, follov;. So he ifloes you 
all happineffe, that remaines loyall to h l'rore, and you r encrea- 
ring in Loue. Leonatus Polthumus . 
Oh for a Horfe with wings : Hear'it thou Pifanio ? 
He is at Milford-Hauen : Read, and tell me 
How farre "tis thither. If one of meane affaires 
May plod it in a weeke, why may not I 
Glide thither in a day ? Then true Pifanio, 
Who long'it like me, to fee thy Lord; who long'it 
(Oh let me bate)but not like me : yet longYt 
But in a fainter kinde. Oh not like me : 
For mine's beyond, beyond : fay, and fpeake thicke 
(Loues Counfailor thould fill the bores of hearing, 
To'th'fmothering of the Senfe)how farre it is 
To this fame bleffed Milford. And by'th'way 
Tell me how Wales was made fo happy, as ] 
T'inherite fuch a Hauen. But firlt of all, 
How wemay fleale from hence : and for the gap 
That we thall make in Time, from our hence-golng, 
And our returne, to excufe : but firlt, how ger hence. 
Why lhould excufe be borne or ere begot ? 
Weele talke of that heereafter. Prythee fpeake, 
How many ltore of Miles may we well rid 

Twixt houre, and houre ? 
P/fi One fcore'twixt Sun,and Sun, 
Madam's enough for you : and too much too. 
Imo. Why, one that rode to's Excution Man, 
Could neuer go fo flow  I haue heard of Riding wagers, 
Where Horfes haue bin nimbler then the Sands 
That run i'th'CIocks behalfe. But this is Foolrie, 
Go, hid my Woman faigne a Sickneffe, fay 
She'le home to her Father ; and prouide me prefent]y 
A Riding Suit : No coltlier then would fit 
A Franklins Hufwife, 
/fa. Madam,you're belt confider. 
Imo. I fee before me(Man) nor heere, not heere i 
Nor what enfues but haue a Fog in them 
That I cannot Iooke through. Away, I prythee, 
Do as I bid thee : There's no more to fay: 
Acceflible is none Izut Milford way. Exeunt. 

cena Wertia. 

Enter elar lua , Guideriua , and lruira g u& 

Bel. A goodly day, not to keepe houfe vith fuch, 
Whol Roofe's as lowe as ours : Sleepe Boyes, this gate 
lnltruc'-ts you how t'adore the Heauens; and bowes you 
To a mornings holy office. The Gates of Monarches 
Are Arch'd fo high, that Giants may iet through 
And keepe their impious Turbonds on, vithout 
Good morrow to the Sun. Halle thou faire Heauen, 
We houfe i'th'Rocke, yet vfe thee not fo hardly 
As prouder liuers do. 
Guid. Halle Heauen. 
truh.. Haile Heauen. 
Bda. Now for our Mountaine fport, vp to yond hill 
Your legges are yong : Ile tread there Fiats. Confider, 
When you aboue perceiue me like a Crow, 
That it is Place, which leffen's,and lets oft', 
And you may then reuolue what Tales, l haue told you, 
Of Courts,of Princes i of the Tricks in Warre. 
This Seruice,is not Seruice; fo being done, 
But being fo allowed. To apprehend thus, 
Drawes vs a profit from all things we fee : 
And often to our comfort, lhall we finde 
The tharded-Beetle,in a fafer hold 
Then is the full-wing'd Eagle. Oh this life, 
Is Nobler, then attending for a checke : 
Richer, then doing nothing for a Babe: 
Prouder, then ruffling in vnpayd-for Silke : 
Such gaine the Cap of him, that makes him fine, 
Yet keepes his Booke vncros'd : no life to ours. 
Gui.Out of your proofe you fpeak:we poore vnfledg'd 
Haue neue wing'd from view o'th'nelt; nor knowes not 
What Ayre's from home. Hap'ly this life is belt, 
(If quiet life be belt) fweeter to you 
That haue a lharper knowne. Well correfponding 
W'ith your ltift Age i but vnto vs, it is 
A Cell of Ignorance : trauailing a bed, 
A Prifon,or a Debtor, that not dares 
To ltride a limit. 
lrui. What lhould we fpeake of 
When we are old as you ? When we lhall heare 
The Raine and winde beate darke December ? How 
In this our pinching Caue,lhall we difcourfe 
aaa 3 The 
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